Today is my missing fiancé's fifty-fifth birthday. 
She is ten years, six months, ten days, and one minute older than I.
We were both born to the same delivery room staff and certificate signing doctor, on the Air Force base in Abilene, TX.
Both of our mothers were having planned, scheduled births at full term, and we were both the first of the day. 
Patty told me she had paid for a private astrological chart reading with Rob Brezny, author of the Free Will Astrology column and several books and albums. 
And claimed we have an incredibly favorable forecast.
My heart is broken, not being with my love, especially on her birthday. 
Birthdays are non-denominational holy days, like the new year celebrations. 
I pray to her God that she is alive and unharmed.
But I know that she would never have gone this long without contacting me.
Something is very wrong.
And that something has to do with the actions and behavior of Thomas Wayne Randle and Pamela Jo Daby/Roberts. 
They are not going to get away with their poorly conceived deceits. 
The only question remaining is exactly who dispenses their punishment. 
I love you, Patty. 
I always will. 
It's time to go home, as we planned.